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Divine Son 


G s 


SONG XXVI. 


An E-vening Song, 

I. 

AND now another day is gone, 
-O. i’ll fing my Maker^s praife; 

My comforts ev’ry hour make known 
His providence and grace. 

Butr how’ my childhood runs to walle! 

My fins, how great their fum ! 
Lord, give me pardon for the pail, 
Ami ilrength for days to corne. 

HI. 

I lay my body down to deep, 

Let apgels gnard my head : 

And thro’ the hours of darknefs keep 
Their watch ai*ound my bed, 

IV. 

With chearful heart I clofe my eyes, 
Since thou wilt not remove: 

And in the morning let me rife 
Rejoicing in thy love. 



for 

S o N G XXVII. 
for ths UriS'-Doy ^rnlng. 

„,su.h.d.y 

II So early from the dead » , 

And wafte my hours in bed . 

This is the day when broke 

The pow’rs. of death and hell. 

AndlhalllftUl wear^^ty^l^^' 

And love my fms fo well - 

III. 

To-day, with pleafure ChriJ>\ans meet 
To pray, and hear the word - 
And 1 would go with chearful feet. 
To learn thy will, O Lord- 

IV. 

I’ll leave ray fport to read and pray,- 
And fo prepare for heaven ; 

0 may I love this blefled day 
The bell; of all the feven ! 
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